











Chats With the Elitor 


Which Apple 
Had the Worm? 


Look at the apples in the picture. 

The first is small and green and hanging 
on a tree. 

The second is red and large and fully 
grown and is lying in a box waiting to be 
shipped to market. 

The third is the same size as the small 
green one, but it has the color of the full- 
grown apple and lies on the ground. 





These three apples represent three kinds 
of eighth-graders I have known. 

The first one—the small green one, still 
clinging to the tree—stands for young 
people who have recently turned fourteen. 

The second apple—the ripe one—is like 
fourteen-year-olds who are graduating 
from the eighth grade. They are ready to 
be promoted from the junior division of 
the Sabbath school into the youth division. 
In a larger sense, they are young people 
who have matured sufficiently to receive 
larger responsibilities than those with 
which adults entrust young children. 

The third apple—whom does it repre- 
sent? I’ll tell you in a minute! 

There are reasons why I say these apples 
represent these three groups. The small 
green apple represents new fourteen-year- 
olds because it is not fully mature, yet it 
is willing to stay on the tree, receiving the 
growth-producing food the tree provides. 
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I find that most fourteen-year-olds are like 
this. They realize that they are still young 
and that they still need mother and dad ] 
and their teachers, and they are grateful 
for all the good that home and school and 
church offer them. 
The fully ripened apple is these same 
young people grown older. As the apple 
stayed on the tree, receiving all the good 
the tree could give it, so these fourteen- 
year-olds have stayed by their home and & a 


@ 


church and school and have grown beauti- 
ful and useful. 

This apple trusted the farmer to know 
when it should be picked, so these young 
people have trusted their parents and teach- 
ers to know when they should be advanced 7 
to higher responsibilities. 

But apple No. 3—Poor apple No. 3! 
Having the appearance of fully grown f 
fruit, it mever grew up—for it was not 
content to stay on the tree. It looked at 
itself. It noticed how its color was chang- 
ing, and decided that because it looked ke 
grown up, it must be grown up. It jerked te 
and it tugged and it pulled itself free. I 

In almost every eighth grade, I am sorry 

to say, there are a few fourteen-year-olds 
like this. Some people tell me that all four- 
teen-year-olds are this way, but it isn’t true. 
The restless, impatient fourteen-year-old, 
always anxious to be treated like an adult, 
resenting the authority of parents and 
teachers, constantly pulling away from the 
influences of home and church and school 
—such fourteen-year-olds are in the minor- 
ity. Don’t scold them. Pity them and pray 
for them. 

What makes them this way? I have ex- 
amined a great many apples under trees. 
Almost all of them had worms. I wish I 
knew what it is that afflicts these older 
juniors! 

Next week I'll tell you about some four- 
teen-year-olds who certainly didn’t have 
worms! They are among the finest eighth- 
graders I have ever known. 

In the meantime, I shall enjoy reading 
what YOU write to me about the way ol = 
wish adults would treat you. Be sure 
send me a letter! Address it to Soe 
Maxwell, Editor, JUNIOR GUIDE, Washing- 
ton 12, D.C. 
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Your friend, 








There might have been a riot if Diamondola 


had been baptized in the daytime. 





A Baptism at Night 


By G. ARTHUR KEOUGH 


IAMONDOLA KEANIDES knew what 

she was doing when, at the age of thir- 
teen, she asked her father if she could be 
baptized. At least, she thought she knew 
what she was doing. She was bitterly disap- 
pointed when her father, a staunch Seventh- 
day Adventist himself and a leader in the 
local church, said lovingly, “I fear you are 
too young, my dear. You must wait a little 
longer.” 

“Perhaps my father does not realize how 
earnest I am,” Diamondola thought. “Per- 
haps he thinks I am just trying to please 
him, because he is always so good to me.” 
But she was convinced that she knew what 
was right. Had she not listened many times 
when the Bible was discussed in her home? 

There was that time when her father ex- 
plained to her mother that the seventh day 


was the Sabbath, and that Sunday was the 
first day of the week. The calendar made it 
clear. She had also heard him telling her 
that the Bible makes it plain which day the 
Lord rested on and set apart and blessed. It 
was the seventh day of the week, of course. 
He showed it to her in Genesis 2:2, 3 and 
Exodus 20:8-11. Jesus and the apostles kept 
the seventh day. He found that in Luke 
4:16 and Acts 13:14. And if we are true 
Christians we too must keep Sabbath on 
Saturday (see John 14:15). 

There was the time when the minister 
of another church came to discuss the Bible 
with her father, and the Adventist minister 
was there too. It was obvious that the other 
minister spoke only what he thought, but 
the Adventist minister read what the Bible 

To page 16 


A man broke the ice so Diamondola and the minister could go into the river. 
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Would Jesus answer the prayer of a girl 


who had done wrong? 





GARNIE’S 


Brief Slumber Party 


By GARNET M. MANRING 


» pee still, Garnie,” mother said as she 
tried to fasten the two long braids with 
blue ribbons. 

“But, Mother,” Garnie said, “I have to 
know. May I spend the night with Rosetta 
and Rosanna? It would be such fun to have 
a slumber party with them.” 

“Not tonight,” mother said. “Hurry now, 
or you will be late.” 

“When may 1?” Garnie asked hopefully. 

“Sometime.” Mother turned to the moun- 
tain of wash, sorted into small hills all over 
the kitchen floor, so Garnie started to catch 
up with Frances and Lillian who had gone 
on ahead. Soon they were at school. 

Rosetta and Rosanna were the Bradburn 
twins. They had recently moved to the com- 
munity, and were in Garnie’s grade at school. 
They were as alike as two peas in a pod, 
and at first Garnie could not tell them apart. 
But now she could. 

“Do you get to spend the night with us?” 
they asked Garnie as soon as they saw her. 
“We will have so much fun if you can.” 

“Not tonight,” Garnie said. “But mother 
said I could sometime.” The three girls had 
fun together anyway, planning what they 
would do on the night when Garnie could 
come. 

When Garnie reached home that night, 
the first thing she did was to ask mother 
again if she might spend the night with the 
twins. But mother was so busy preparing 


supper and getting the giant baskets of wash 
off the line, that she scarcely heard the 
persistent child. 

Garnie was number ten in a family of 
twelve children, and all of them had their 
duties to do so that the large household 
would run smoothly. Garnie set the table, 
helped with the dishes, and swept the wood 
chips up around the kitchen range. She also 
must look out for her little sister, Frances, 
and her baby brother, Kenneth. 

“Mother, may I spend tomorrow night 
with the twins?” By now Garnie had asked 
the question for about the tenth time, but 
mother still kept saying, “Sometime.” 

The wash was finally gathered off the line, 
the supper cooked and eaten, the dishes 
cleared away, and the question of the over- 
night visit was still not settled. Mother 
piled the clean clothes on the table to 
dampen them for ironing next day, and she 
hummed as she worked. 

Garnie sat on the chair that always stood 
between the side door and the dish cupboard, 
and watched mother’s small hands roll up 
the clothes. She filled three baskets with 
them. 

“When may I spend the night with Ro 
etta and Rosanna, Mother?” she asked for 
what she hoped was the last time. 

“I told you, ‘Sometime,” mother said, 
and that ended it. It was the last time, but 
Garnie hadn’t got the answer she wanted. 
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Garnie gazed up and down the streets. Nothing looked familiar. 


Next day at school, when the twins asked 
her the verdict, Garnie told them she would 
come home with them that very afternoon. 
Mother had said “Sometime,” and Garnie 
decided that this was the sometime. She had 
a few uncomfortable moments, but she 
crowded them down with plans for the 
exciting night. 

She had never walked through the neigh- 
borhood where the twins lived before, and 
as they turned and twisted on the way to 
the twins’ home that afternoon, she became 
so confused she could not remember which 
roads led to the school nor where her own 
home was. She was lost, but she did not care. 

At last they came to the twins’ home. It 
was a neat, clean house with an iron fence 
and a gate with a tricky fastener. The girls 
showed Garnie how to work it, then they 
went into the house. The shades were closed, 
and it was dim and cool inside. They heard 
a sound from the kitchen and went out there. 

“This is Garnie.” The twins introduced 
Garnie to a woman with the darkest eyes 
and the sternest face she had ever seen. 

She looked around at a clean, cold kitchen. 
The stove was shined and looked unused, 
although it was a kitchen range much like 


the one in her own busy home. The table 
was bare and the floor clean and spotless, 
as if no one ever walked on it. Never again, 
in fact, would Garnie ever see a kitchen so 
spotlessly immaculate as that one was. All 
of a sudden she was frightened. What had 
she done? 

“Does your mother know you are here?” 
the twins’ mother asked in a strange accent. 
The twins had never told Garnie that their 
mother had come from Germany, and Garnie 
had never heard a German person try to 
speak English before. She was more fright- 
ened than ever. 

All of a sudden she knew she must go 
home. The big, busy, warm, loving kitchen 
at home seemed as desirable as heaven itself. 

“I must go,” she explained. “Mother does 
not know I am here.” 

“Are you sure you know the way?” the 
mother asked. 

“Yes, I know the way home,” Garnie 
answered, and she ran out of the house. It 
was the end of the briefest slumber party 
any girl ever had. But she didn’t know which 
way to go. 

She started in the direction the girls had 

To page 17 
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Chapter 11: The Fire Mountain 


If you missed the last chapter: 


The men who came to Great Sangir to make the 
villagers faithful followers of Islam were annoyed 
when Satoo refused to stop worshiping the God of 
heaven that the singer on the sand talked about. The 
chief of the teachers, Guru Mula, suggested that Satoo 
should be taken to the foot of the volcano and left 
there. The very night the decision was made, the 
teacher taught Satoo the words of a mew song: “A 
mighty mountain is our God, A wall that will not 
falter.” Next day, pretending that they were just going 
fishing, Gola and Guru Mula invited Satoo into one of 
the boats. They fished all day, but near evening the 
two men rowed the boat over to the volcano and 
threw Satoo out. Then quickly they made off for the 
mainland. Satoo was almost overcome with fear for a 
while, but he remembered the new song, and it gave 
him courage. The volcano rumbled and roared and 
hissed and spat fire beside him. Soon he lay on his 
face and prayed—and felt a strong hand grip him. 
The teacher had come to rescue him! 


T DIDN'T take long for the teacher to 

help Satoo into the boat. Already it was 
late in the night, and the big teacher pulled 
his boat through the calm water toward 
the light that shone from the door and 
windows of his own home on the sand. 
Satoo lay in the bow, his head on a roll 
of fish nets where the teacher had put him. 

“Rest, now,” the deep, kind voice said. 
“This has been a frightening day, a terrible 
experience for you. Don’t talk, don’t look 
back, just rest.” 

It was easy for Satoo to rest. He didn’t 
even need to open his eyes to know that the 











big teacher sat there before him with a 
paddle in his hands, and he knew that 
every stroke of those powerful arms brought 
them nearer home. Home? He wondered 
whether there would ever be a home for 
him again within his father’s house. 

The noises of the volcano receded into 
the distance, and the thunderings sounded 
far away to Satoo’s ears as the teacher 
brought the boat alongside the wharf. He 
rose up then and saw at once that never 
before had the mountain behaved in so wild 
a manner. He knew now why the teacher 
had told him not to look backward. 

Surely no living person on Sangir would 
sleep this night, not with that monster blow- 
ing out sheets of flame and shattering all 
the earth with thunder. 

Even before the teacher picked up the 
rattan thong to fasten the boat, Hans scram- 
bled aboard. He must have been waiting 
and watching here. 

“You were there! You were there! I knew 
it, I knew it!” He threw his arms about his 
friend and dragged him from the boat. 
Satoo still shook a little and felt weak, but 
he had begun to feel much better. 

The two boys stood together on the wharf 
and looked out toward the fire mountain. 
Although it was deep night, and a peculiar 
murky quality dimmed the air about them, 
Satoo could see that something had hap- 
pened to the fire mountain. 

He clutched Han’s arm, “Look! It has 
sunk. The fire is coming out of the sea!” 

“Wait,” Hans said. “Wait.” 

Then Satoo saw that flames gushed from 
two places, one far up at the mountain’s 
summit and another down near the surface 
of the ocean. 

“It has been like that since sundown,” 
Hans told him. 

The island boy felt his body tremble. “And 
the big teacher . . . he knew? He saw 
that? and yet he came for me?” 

Now Hans’ mother ran out of the house 
on the sand with Marta in her arms. The 
eo": took the little girl and comforted 

er against his breast, for she was crying 
with fear at the sight of the mountain and 
the unnatural heaving of the earth. With 
his arm around his wife the big man turned 
to the boys. 
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Hans raced joyfully down to the shore when he saw 
that his father was bringing Satoo in the canoe. 





“You will stay here with us tonight, Satoo. 
I’m sure no one in the village expects you 
home. It might even be dangerous for Guru 
Mula to see you.” 

With a surge of sharp sadness Satoo 
answered, “I will stay.” 

After the teacher and his wife had taken 
little Marta to the house, Hans and Satoo 
still stood watching the volcano. Satoo could 
not forget that just a short time ago he had 
been there on the fire mountain with the 
awful crack opening under his hands, and 
the fire and noise and smell of brimstone 
in his face. Then his mind came back to 
here and now. He realized that Hans was 
talking to him. 

“Your father wouldn’t let any of the 
Christian people go to the hills,” Hans said. 

“Have the village people gone to the 
hills?” 

“Yes, they all went this afternoon, and 
Tama went with them. Only the Islam 
teachers and a few of the village people 
are up here on the hill behind us.” 

“Where are the Christians now?” 

“They are at their homes in the village. 
My father told them to go home and try 
to rest and to come back if the mountain 
got worse before morning.” 

The teacher's wife laid mats on the floor 
of the big room and told the boys they 
might sleep there, but both of them were 
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too excited to sleep, and in the end they 
sat Outside on the salt grass and watched 
the volcano. 

“How did you know where I was?” Satoo 
asked Hans. 

“Well, I felt sorry because Gola wouldn't 
let me go along to fish, and I didn’t feel like 
playing at the sand village any more. I took 
Marta in, and after we had eaten and she 
was asleep I climbed up to our perch in 
the rocks. I thought about what you had told 
me of the meeting they had in Guru Mula’s 
house last night and how they were trying 
to force you to follow Islam. Then I began 
to feel afraid.” 

“Could you see Gola’s boat from up 
there?” 

“Oh, yes; it was just a little speck out 
there, but I could see it hanging like a 
black dot on the horizon. I looked at the 
volcano too, and it seemed to be acting 
worse than we had ever seen it before.” 

“Did you stay there the rest of the day?” 

“No. After I had watched the boat and 
the mountain for a while I saw that some- 
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thing was going on over at the village. Peo- 
ple were packing their cooking pots and 
rolling their mats. Then I saw them climb- 
ing up the path to the hills. I came down 
then, because I thought if they were going 
to go up to the high land, maybe we should 
go too.” 

“Why did you decide not to go?” 

“All the Christian people came to our 
house and said that the chief had told 
them to go to the big teacher for protec- 
tion, that the fire spirits were about to de- 
stroy the house on the sand.” 

“Weren't you afraid?” 

“Oh, yes, I suppose so, but my father had 


them ali stay, and we sang and prayed - : 


sang some more and now they have gon 
back to their houses to sleep.” 

“They won't sleep this night,” Satoo said 
as he watched the volcano. “I still don’t 
know how you found out I was over there.” 

“Toward evening,” Hans went on with 
his story, “when I thought the fishing boat 
was about to return I climbed back up to 

To page 18 
























































The congregation kept begging for more! 


Five Sermons in a Row 


* By LOIS CHRISTIAN RANDOLPH 


wrt do you think it would be like to 
sit through five long sermons in a row? 
Le? ag But suppose you had to preach those ser- 

Pag mons without any warning! That’s what my 
father had to do once. 

It was right after the war, and the min- 
isters and members of many of our churches 
in Southern Europe had come together for 
a business meeting. Before the business part 
began, there was supposed to be a sermon 
beginning at eight o'clock, and my father 
had been asked to preach. Naturally, after 
he had preached for forty or fifty minutes 
he stopped, but he noticed that the people 
did not seem satisfied. Why? What was 
wrong? He also noticed that some of the 
ministers on the platform were whispering 
among themselves, and that two or three 
notes from the audience had been handed 
to them. 

“Elder Christian,” the conference presi- 
dent said at last, “many of these people have 
not heard a sermon for a year, and some 
of them have been without a sermon much 
longer than that during the war. Could 
you possibly preach again between nine and 
ten? We can shorten our business session and 
have it this afternoon after you have left 
on the train.” The president was speaking 
in low tones. 

Father asked the ministers to have the 
people sing two or three hymns and stretch 
a little. During that time he prayed earnestly 
that God would give him another message 
for these hungry souls. 

With rapt attention the people sat through 
the second sermon, which closed about ten 
o'clock. Again one of the ministers ap- 
To page 15 
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“1 have orders from headquarters that your preacher 
must not speak here tonight,” the policeman said. 
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My Adventures With 
RATTLESNAKES 


By ROBERT D. LEE 


| HAVE had several exciting experiences 
with rattlesnakes. One of the first hap- 
pened several years ago—and I am glad I 
didn’t get as close to the rattler as my friend 
did! I was working at our medical school 
in Loma Linda, studying diseases of wild 
animals. It was necessary for us to trap sev- 
eral kinds of animals so as to check on the 
parasites that carried the diseases. 

In some nearby hills we had snap traps 
set for bobcats and coyotes. Early one morn- 
ing two of our men set out by jeep to 
inspect these traps. But instead of finding 
what they were after, they found in one of 
the traps a large diamondback rattlesnake 
caught by his back! One of the men decided 
to bring him alive to our laboratory. By 
placing his rifle butt against the snake’s 
head, he was able to reach down and firmly 
grasp the animal just behind its jaws. Every- 
thing went well, until, back in Loma Linda, 
he started to climb out of the jeep. Some- 
how he relaxed his hold on the snake’s 
neck just enough for it to swing around and 
catch a fang in his thumb. Believe me, he 
was a surprised young man! It doesn’t pay 
to let down your guard when rattlers are 
around. 

And when you think how much like a 
rattlesnake the devil is, it doesn’t pay to 
let down your guard when he’s around—and 
that’s just about all the time. At any moment 
he may swing around and catch us una- 
wares. 

We've often heard that a rattlesnake will 
give warning to let you know it’s around. 
Once when another fellow and I were in 
Mexico looking for a certain disease-carrying 
bug found in pack-rat nests, we saw a large 
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pile of boulders that looked as if they would 
surely contain some lodges of desert pack 
rats. We stopped our truck and leaped from 
one boulder to another, looking for the nests. 
The other man jumped to the top of a 
large boulder, and I was close behind him. 
He made it to the top and went on. But 
just as I was in mid-air, almost to the top, 
I heard the familiar z-z-z-z-z-z-z that let me 
know we weren't alone! 

I still don’t know how it happened, but 
somehow I got myself into reverse and a 
moment later found myself ten feet back 
without ever touching that rock. Sheltered 
under a ledge in the boulder, was a small 
but very potent sidewinder, one of the dead- 
liest rattlesnakes in the desert. 

My friend had passed right by the snake 
without its making a sound, just as the devil 
will allow some of us to slip into striking 
distance without any warning. If the devil 
doesn’t give fair warning of his presence, 
we will have to be extra careful where we 
walk. Not all devil dens are marked with 
flashing neon signs and blaring music. 

We had invaded that sidewinder’s home 
ground. Sometimes it’s the snake that does 
the invading, though. Once we were checking 
for a peculiar type of malaria found mainly 
in lizards and other reptiles. Our meth 
of getting specimens of lizards was to shoot 
- with fine dust shot from a 22 caliber 
rifle. 

As a long alligator lizard rushed past my 
friend, he jerked the rifle to his shoulder 
and followed the animal in his sights. Just 
as the lizard reached its hole, my friend 
squeezed the trigger. He knew that he had 
scored a hit as soon as the desert dust had 














settled, for in the entrance of the hole he 
could see the lizard’s tail. He reached over 
for the specimen and pulled it out, but he 
got more than he had bargained for. On the 
other end of the lizard was a sidewinder. 
The snake had been waiting for a lizard to 
pop into the hole and had its mouth open 
waiting for dinner. Fortunately, the shot that 
killed the lizard also killed the snake. 

Is it possible that the devil lurks in our 
front rooms, waiting to make a meal of us? 
Perhaps we're tempted to watch the wrong 
kind of program and are “swallowed up” 
by unwholesome activities right in our own 
homes. 

It is said that snakes can’t really hypnotize 
animals, but I do know that animals can 
become tremendously fascinated by watch- 
ing a snake. 

One time three of us managed to get a 
jeep and a trailer over to an island twenty 
miles or so off the coast of California. We 
wanted to compare the parasites of the island 


was already in mid-air leaping for the top of 


animals with those on the mainland. We 
bounced along a dirt trail that led into the 
semidesert hills away from shore. As we 
rounded a hill we spotted a squirrel chat- 
tering excitedly as it looked into the brush 
beside the trail. Our driver slammed on the 
brakes, and I reached for the rifle. I cer- 
tainly don’t recommend hunting and killing 
God’s creatures just for the sport of it. We 
took only the animals that were necessary 
for our work. 

I slipped a cartridge into the old, single- 
shot 22 and dropped to one knee beside 
the jeep. I’m no crack shot, but a squirrel 
seventy-five feet away didn’t have much 
of a chance of getting home to supper if 
I got a bead on him. I squeezed the trigger, 
but the squirrel just stood down the road 
chattering away as though I were nowhere 
within miles. Quickly I slipped in another 
shell, disgusted with myself for having 
missed the first shot. I held my breath and 

To page 16 
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the rock when | heard the rattlesnake buzz! 
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For fifteen years Dr. John Thomas and 
Dr. William Carey did not doubt that 
someday their prayers would be answered. 
Someday God would give them a convert 
for their labor. Someone, sometime, surely 
would become the entering wedge into the 
darkness of Hindu superstition in Bengal, 
India. 

No, these first Christian missionaries in 
India never doubted, but the time seemed 
overlong. Homesickness often walked be- 
side them. There were times when the rain 
ceased and the air was so clear it felt, for 
a moment, like English air back home. There 
were other times when the hills were blue 
and green and covered with flowers—like 
English hills. 

Dr. Thomas found that men would come 
to let him heal their bodies. His dispensary 
was usually full. But no one wanted to listen 
when he tried to tell them about Him who 
could heal their souls. 

Dr. Carey learned the language so well he 
could speak to the Indians as one of their own. 
Often he preached in their bazaars and at 
their festivals. But no one ever came and 
wanted to follow the living God. Caste was 
the great barrier. No one would break caste. 

Those fifteen years the two men labored 
seemingly in vain. They walked amid daily 
dangers: fevers that parched the body, rabies 
from the bite of a pariah dog, danger from 
an elephant running amuck, the fear of a 
robber’s dagger in the dark of night, and 
cholera, that terrible disease which stalked 
through the narrow, dirty streets and struck 
so swiftly that one might be in health at 
midday and dead by sundown. 

How could these men continue to preach 
about the value of a human soul when chil- 
dren were sold to the highest bidder, when 
people died by thousands in times of famine 
while their rulers indulged every luxury? 

Yet they did continue to preach. The 
Hindu festivals on the banks of the river 
flowered often into gorgeous panoramas of 
color. Crowds clustered at the water's edge, 
carrying offerings of fruit in baskets that 
they dipped in the “sacred” waters. And 
here, where the people gathered by thou- 
sands to worship images, there was always 
an opportunity for these men to talk about 
the living God and His only beloved Son. 
It was dangerous talk. One never knew when 
someone might take offense. Yet, often it 
was a peaceful task, for the Indian people 
love to sit and listen to a storyteller. And 


12 { JUNIOR GUIDE 


William Carey tried and tried again, for 
fifteen years, before he succeeded! 


ENTERING 


By “ese € 


the sight of a white man speaking in their 
own language was always a curiosity. 

There was such a scene on January 5, 
1800. 

Either Dr. Thomas or Dr. Carey had gone 
down to Serempore bazaar. History does not 
record which man. One of them, anyway, 
spoke to the crowd that happy day. The fields 
were brown, and the bony ribs of the cattle 
stood out so clearly they could be counted. 
For this was the dry season. 

In the market place of Serempore the 
voices of bargaining were shrill and loud. 
There were the usual smell of dried fish and 
the bright red of pepper pods between 
mounds of rice. 

The almost naked crowd was no more 
attentive than usual. A baby squalled in its 
mother’s arms and was loudly comforted. 
Children shouted back and forth to one 
another and were shouted at by their par- 
ents. The noises of the market were mingled 
with the jangle of the cymbals of a passing 
religious parade. 

Later, the Englishman wiped the dust and 
sweat from his face and trudged wearily 
home. “I talked to them for an hour,” ’ he 
told his co-worker. “But I didn’t see the 
light of real interest in a single eye.” 

The weary speaker had missed something. 
At that very moment a brown, nearly naked 
35-year-old carpenter was sitting hunched 
over a cup of tea in a local shop, talking to 
a group of friends. “That white man brings 
us a true message. I feel my sin in here.” 
He laid an expressive hand on his heart. 
“I have lied and cheated all my life when it 
suited my convenience. I feel the need of a 
savior, for I know I am a sinner.” 

His friends, we will call them Ram Singh 
and Gopaul, eyed each other in discomfort. 
“Excuse me,” said Ram Singh, “I see my 
brother.” 
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So he hurriedly left the table and hastened 
away, lest even hearing such words might 
cause him to break caste. Gopaul also went 
out mumbling, “I, too, must hurry.” 








Kristno sat alone and longed for an un- 
derstanding friend. His mood lasted for sev- 
eral days, and then gradually the impression 
faded. Perhaps he might have forgotten al- 
together had not an accident happened, or 
was it an incident in the permissive will 
of God? 

He broke his arm. 

It was evidently a bad break, for friends 
advised him to go to the white doctor for 
aid. So the young carpenter went to the mis- 
sion house, and as Dr. Thomas set the arm 
and bandaged it, he talked about the love 
of God. Kristno plied him with many 
questions. 

“Why do you live in India?” 

“I live here because I believe God sent 
me to tell you about Jesus Christ.” 

“Tell me about this God. Is He like our 
Krishna or Rama?” 

“No. He is the one only true God who 
created the heavens and the earth.” 

“Who is this Jesus you preached about 
at the bazaar?” 

“He is the Son of God. God sent Him to 
save man from sin.” 

“Ah,” breathed Kristno. “I need a savior. 
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Slowly Kristno brought the bread to his mouth. 
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Ever since I heard your words in the bazaar 
I have been haunted by my sin. But how 
can this Jesus save me?” 

One can almost see the joy in the face 
of Dr. Thomas as for the first time he looked 
upon a Hindu who was truly willing to let 
God touch his heart. 

The next day Kristno came back with 
more questions. “If Jesus is God’s Son, how 
could men kill Him?” 

“They couldn’t,” answered Dr. Thomas. 
“Our Lord Jesus said, ‘No man taketh My 
life. I lay it down.” 

Kristno went thoughtfully away. 

The next day he asked, “Why does God 
love us?” 

“Because He made us. He is our Father.” 

Kristno went home. On his way he met 
Gopaul. 

“How is your arm?” asked his friend. 

“It is healing well. Dr. Thomas is a good 
surgeon. He healed my arm. But more than 
this, he has told me about the true and 
living God who loves each one of us. He 
has healed my soul.” 

Gopaul looked fearfully around. “Hush,” 
he said. “Do you not fear to talk this way? 
Our gods will be jealous. They may strike 
you down.” 

Kristno’s shoulders squared proudly. “I 
fear no gods carved by man. They are only 
blind delusions. I have found the one true 
and living God.” 

Just then Gopaul noticed a friend stand- 
ing near the door of a hut. “I must leave 
you,” he said hurriedly and left Kristno to 
walk alone. 

Soon Kristno was begging for baptism, 
but Dr. Thomas and Dr. Carey waited nearly 
a year before they would consent. This first 
convert must be truly grounded in the faith 
before he joined the church of Christ. 

At last on December 22, 1800, one of 
the greatest events of missionary history 
took place. For the first time a Hindu in 
Bengal prepared to voluntarily break his 
caste. The two teachers invited their convert 
to eat with them. This would be Kristno’s 
first public step toward baptism. Eating with 
men of another race and religion would be 
a deliberate breaking of caste. 

The mission house was fragrant with 
flowers that sunny morning. The two teach- 
ers waited with hearts a-tremble. Would 
Kristno have the courage to come? 

Then there was the soft slapping of san- 
dals on the path outside their door. Kristno 
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had come to the house with a Hindu friend. 

“Come in,” called Dr. Thomas. 

Kristno stepped inside the door. “Salaam, 
sir,” he said politely. “I have brought my 
friend Ram Singh as a witness, so that none 
may doubt that I have truly broken with 
caste and intend to serve the living God.” 

Ram Singh was pale and beads of moisture 
covered his face. He still could not believe 
that his friend would take the awful step. 
The Hindu servants of the teachers were 
crowding the doors, staring at this man 
who dared break with ancient traditions. 

The men sat down to the low table and 
each bowed his head and prayed aloud. 
Then Dr. Thomas (or was it Dr. Carey?) 
took the bread in his hands and broke it 
and passed it to Kristno. The Bengali con- 
vert deliberately lifted the food to his mouth 
and ate. A great thrill of joy swept the little 
circle. For the first time a Hindu had volun- 
tarily broken the bonds of caste. 

The meal finished, Kristno said good-by, 
and with his friend walked homeward. Ram 
Singh soon hurried away to tell friends and 
neighbors of the world-shaking event. 

Such a thing had never been heard of 
before. Shocked voices carried the story 
from street to street until a whole section 
of Serempore had been aroused. By morn- 
ing two thousand people jammed the nar- 
row street where Kristno lived. Noisy voices 
shouted: 

“Drag him out.” 

“He is not fit to live.” 

“Take him to the governor.” 

“He must be punished.” 

Strong men burst into the little hut and 
dragged Kristno through the shouting, angry 
mob to the governor's house. But the gov- 
ernor was a Danish Christian, and he refused 
to prosecute. 

“This man has done no wrong,” he told 
the people. “Your caste system is an inhuman 
thing. This man should be commended for 
having the courage to break it.” 

Thus speaking, he set Kristno free. The 
mob, sullen, angry, yet afraid to defy the 
governor's authority, laid no further hands 
on him, but they lashed him with their 
tongues. 

Because Kristno insisted on telling about 
his new-found joy in spite of their perse- 
cution, they shouted at him: 

“Kristno, who are you? 

The devil's own. 

In hell is your throne.” 
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Kristno would only smile, and when he 
could be heard he would say, “I was a great 
sinner. I lied and cheated and did many 
wrong things. But God loves me and sent 
His own Son to save me from my sin.” 

Six days later, on December 28, 1800, in 
the presence of the governor, all the Euro- 
peans of Serempore, and many Hindus and 
Mohammedans, Kristno was baptized Kristno 
Paul. Dr. Carey, who preached to the crowd 
in Bengali, also baptized his son, Felix. 

Kristno Paul preached Christ for twenty- 
three years as he continued to work at his 
carpenter's trade. By the time he died the 
Christian faith was firmly planted on Indian 
soil. He was the Indian apostle Paul. He 
was the entering wedge. 





Five Sermons in a Row 
From page 9 


proached father and pleaded, “It is so long 
since anyone from the General Conference 
has visited us. Would you not be eager to 
preach us another sermon after a brief in- 
termission?” Again dad preached, from ten 
to eleven. “Surely they will be satisfied with 
three sermons,” he thought. 

But already notes were coming up from 
the audience. “Have him speak yet another 
hour,” they said. 

“The people are asking for more spiritual 
food,” the president whispered. “These ser- 
mons are like a great feast. Please preach 
once again, from eleven to twelve.” 

When the fourth sermon ended, about 
noon, my father thought, “Surely it is now 
enough. My train leaves at two o'clock and 
I need a little rest.” 

It was not to be! Two or three brethren 
arose in the audience and said, “We have 
appreciated these good Bible messages. They 
have been as cold water to a traveler in the 
desert. Now we wish that Elder Christian 
would spend a final hour in telling us mis- 
sion stories of God’s work around the world. 
We have been so cut off in these parts.” 

And so after another short intermission 
father preached his fifth sermon, “The 
Triumphs of the Third Angel’s Message.” 

Five sermons in a row are quite a mara- 
thon even for a seasoned speaker, but father 
forgot his weariness when he saw so many 
smiling faces. “We are one church around 
the world,” one good brother said as he 


shook hands afterward. “That was so refresh- 
ing,” “Praise the Lord,” said others. Some 
of the brethren accompanied the preacher 
to the two o'clock train. 

This incident comes back to me with great 
force whenever I see juniors and young peo- 
ples restless in church when the Sabbath 
morning speaker goes a little beyond twelve 
o'clock! 

My father had another interesting experi- 
ence preaching in a country where religious 
freedom is not known. 








MY FRIEND 
By BONNIE APKING 


When I need my friend, she's there 
To lend a helping hand. 

For she is always glad to share, 
And praise, and understand. 


What would | do without this friend? 
I really do not know. 

For she is always there to lend 
My heart a happy glow. 





One Friday night a minister who was a 
citizen of that country was to lecture to a 
large crowd in the old parliament building. 
After the choir had marched in, and a few 
minutes before the ministers were to take 
their places on the platform, a policeman 
appeared. 

“I am instructed to say that Mr. 
will not be permitted to lecture here to- 
night. These are orders from headquarters,” 
the policeman said. 

The men responsible for the meeting 
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protested. “We have several thousand people 
in their seats, waiting for the service to 
begin. You should have informed us earlier. 
What can we do at this late hour?” 

The policeman looked genuinely per- 
plexed. Evidently he was only carrying out 
orders. “Well,” he said at last, “I noticed 
that you have a foreign visitor here—a man 
named L. H. Christian. He is registered at 
the police station as a United States citizen. 
If he is here, we cannot possibly keep him 
from speaking, for our authority does not 
apply to him.” 

One of the ministers quickly introduced 
the “foreign visitor” to the policeman, and 
the policeman asked, “What will be your 
subject for the lecture tonight?” 

Dad hadn't even planned to speak. Now 
he had three seconds to choose his title. 
He smiled. “I shall preach in German on 
‘The Blessings of Jesus,” he said. 

“Proceed with your meeting. I am willing 
to pass on that subject.” The policeman took 
his place in one of the front seats next to 
one of our sisters. He took notes so that he 
could make a full report to headquarters. 
The sister saw what he wrote, “Mr. Chris- 
tian told many things about Jesus, the twelve 
apostles, and the virgin Mary, but he did 
not say anything bad about any of them.” 

In relating the story at home to us, 
father told us that he had never in any ser- 
mon before read so much directly out of 
the Bible as he did that night. He felt the 
Spirit of God present and the power that 
God sends through His Word. Especially 
did he have an unusual freedom to preach, 
because he realized that God had held His 
protecting hand over the meeting so that 
it would not have to be canceled and the 
thousands of our believers disappointed. 

Shouldn't we appreciate more than we do 
the sermons we can hear so easily? 





My Adventures With Rattlesnakes 
From page 11 


squeezed the trigger, thinking surely I had 
him this time. Same song, second verse. The 
squirrel still stood chattering into the brush. 
My third shot finally alerted the squirrel; it 
wheeled around and rushed for a hole across 
the road. I climbed back into the jeep 
rather shamefaced until I found that the 
gun sights had been damaged as the gun 
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had bounced around in the back of the jeep. 

“I wonder what made that squirrel stay 
beside the road through the first two shots,” 
I asked. 

“There’s probably a snake up there,” one 
of the other men said. “Let's see.” 

Slowly we pulled up to the spot where 
the squirrel had stood chattering so ex- 
citedly. Sure enough, a few inches off the 
road lay a large, coiled, diamondback rattle- 
snake. 

“The squirrel must have been fascinated 
thinking about what that snake’s next meal 
was going to be,” one of the men commented. 
“You must have saved his life by shooting 
at it,” he said, winking at me. 

How often we are fascinated by attractions 
the devil sets out for us, knowing all the 
time that we may be his “next meal.” We 
should be grateful that once in a while we 
have something happen that jolts us free 
from the devil’s hypnotizing influence. 

Through some of these experiences, I 
have come to appreciate the Bible’s compari- 
son of the devil to “that old serpent.” Like 
a rattlesnake, the devil is deceitful, treach- 
erous, sly. And his poison is deadly. 


A Baptism at Night 
From page 3 


said. Diamondola could not help turning to 
her younger sister and remarking, “That 
minister speaks from his head, but the Ad- 
ventist minister tells us the truth from the 
Bible.” 

Then there was the time when she and 
her sister were coming home from school 
and a group of children gathered round 
them and said, “Let us hear your Sab- 
batarian language. We will not let you go 
unless we hear your Sabbatarian language.” 
She did not know that there was such a 
language, and if there was, she did not know 
it. She did not know how she was going to 
get out of such a difficult situation. But sud- 
denly she had an idea. She said to her sister, 
“Let us pray the Lord’s Prayer in English.” 
This they did, bowing their heads reverently 
and holding their hands. Then the children 
let them go. It was a real answer to prayer. 

There was another time when Diamon- 
dola’s prayers were answered. She had gone 
to the meeting on Sabbath with her father, 
leaving her mother at home, because mother 

















was not convinced that the family ought to 
keep the Sabbath. When they came home 
from the meeting they found that mother 
had fainted. This happened the second Sab- 
bath, and it looked as though mother would 
faint every Sabbath because she was being 
left alone. Father called the doctor and he 
said that there must be some mental conflict. 
“She must not be left alone,” he said. What 
should Diamondola and her father do? 
Should they stay at home on Sabbaths in 
order to take care of mother? Then Diamon- 
dola remembered the text that says, “He 
that loveth father or mother more than me 
is not worthy of me” (Matthew 10:37). 
She was sure she ought to go to the serv- 
ices, but she loved her mother, and was 
sad to see her faint so often, so she prayed 
for her mother, that she would not faint the 
following Sabbath. And she did not! 

Diamondola felt sure that she knew what 
it meant to be a Christian. She loved Jesus, 
loved her Bible, loved to pray, and she did 
not mind even if she were persecuted. She 
wanted so much to be baptized. She de- 
termined that at the first opportunity she 
would follow the example of her Saviour 
and go through the waters of baptism. 

But she lived in a country where min- 
isters do not visit the companies of believ- 
ers very often. They were mostly in prison 
for preaching and distributing literature. 
And when they were out of prison they had 
sO many towns to visit and so many people 
to see and encourage that Diamondola knew 
she might have to wait many months before 
a minister would visit her home. 

It was in February when a minister fi- 
nally arrived. It was bitterly cold, and the 
only place for a baptism was in a sheltered 
pool in the river. Yet the nearest river car- 
ried melted snow from the mountains to 
the sea. It was much too cold for a baptism, 
some of the people said, especially for a girl 
like Diamondola. But Diamondola knew that 
if she were not baptized now, she would 
probably have to wait a very long time for 
another opportunity. How she prayed that 
she might be baptized! 

It was finally decided to hold the service, 
but it would have to be at night, because 
no one wanted to arouse the opposition of 
the townspeople. 

Soon after midnight Diamondola was 
roused from her slumbers. Her mother ob- 
jected that the girl would catch her death 
of cold. But Diamondola was firm. The group 


lighted lanterns and silently made their way 
through the narrow streets and out into the 
country to the river and the pool where the 
baptism could be held. 

It was, as I have said, bitterly cold. Dia- 
mondola shivered, but she noticed that the 
stars were shining brightly, and there was 
joy in her heart. It was thrilling to be walk- 
ing in the footsteps of Jesus. 

Finally the group arrived at the pool. One 
of the men stepped forward to put his stick 
in the water and find out how deep it was. 
There was ice! So he had to break the ice 
before there could be a baptism! He pushed 
it away with his stick so the minister could 
go in. Then Diamondola followed. 

Diamondola does not remember today 
how cold it was, but she remembers that 
after she came out of the water and was 
dressed she really felt warm. When the group 
went home they found a fire burning and 
cheerful. As for the cold that mother pre- 
dicted, Diamondola did not even sneeze! 
She is sure that if anyone does what Jesus 
wants him to do there is no need to fear 
disastrous consequences. 


Garnie’s Brief Slumber Party 
From page 5 


brought her and made the first turn all 
right. She went down the street to another 
turn, but then—which way after that? 

Nothing looked familiar. She tried to 
remember where the school was, but she 
was very, very lost. She thought of going 
back and asking the twins, but she couldn’t 
even remember how to go back to them. 
There was no one on the street to ask, and 
it mever occurred to her to go up to a 
strange house for help. 

Then mpther’s. voice came back to her. 
“‘If ye shall ask any thing in my name, I 
will do it.’” She had read it from the Bible 
just last night, and it had brought a lot of 
questions from the children. 

“I wonder whether Jesus would help 
someone who has done wrong,” Garnie 
thought, almost blinded by frightened tears. 
“Dear Jesus,” she prayed, “forgive me, and 
please help me to find the way home.” 

Then she started down the street, and al- 
though there were many turns to make, she 
finally saw the school in the distance. How 
good it looked! She hurried on and found 
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the old familiar way she walked every morn- 
ing. Then down the street she saw her father 
and her older brothers out looking for her. 
Soon she was in father’s strong arms, and 
the boys were all happy to see her. No one 
said a scolding word. They led the stray 
home, and soon she was back in the warm 
kitchen, with mother and all her adoring 
brothers and sisters gathered around. Then 
the tears really came. 

“I am so sorry,” she told them, “I never 
will do it again.” 

Garnie grew up, and became a Seventh- 
day Adventist, and today she is looking for- 
ward to that wonderful home-coming when 
Jesus returns. 

When she greets Jesus, and He takes her 
home to the place He is preparing for the 
faithful, she thinks she will feel the same 
joy she experienced when her father and 
brothers found her. For she was lost from 
God, but on that happy day Jesus will take 
her to the heavenly Father and say, “This 
is My sister. She was lost, and I found her 
and now she belongs to us.” . 

“For whosoever shall do the will of God, 
the same is my brother, and my sister, and 
my mother” (Mark 3:35). 


Singer on the Sand 
From page 8 


the rocks to see if it was coming. I saw it 
all right, not far from the fire mountain. 
I couldn’t understand why they pulled in so 
close to the volcano. It looked to me as if 
they paddled directly toward it. When I 
saw the boat touch the beach—you know, 
the place where we saw the big bird—I 
knew something bad had happened. It was 
just sundown, but after the boat came on 
toward the landing here, I thought I could 
see something on the sand. It locked a little 
like that large bird we watched, but I was 
sure it must be you.” 

“Did you meet the boat when Gola and 
Guru Mula came back?” 

“Yes, I ran down from the rocks and 
waited for them here. I’m sure they ex- 
pected me to be there. They both looked 
very sad and said they had bad news for 
the chief; that you had stood up in the 
boat to help haul in a net and had fallen 
into the sea. Gola told of how they tried 
to get you out, but your body was tangled 
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up with the net, and while they worked to 
get you loose a shark came up——” 

“And then iti 

“And then I ran back to our house, shout- 
ing in our own language to my father. I 
told him that they had put you on the 
volcano. Of course, they must have heard 
me shout, but I suppose they thought I 
shouted from sadness and fright because 
of what had happened to you.” 

Hans explained to Satoo how all the 
Christian people had come out to see the 
new mouth of fire in the volcano, but the 
big teacher did not tell anyone that Satoo 
was on the mountain. Of course, none of 
the village people knew that Satoo had gone 
with Gola, and the day had been full of 
terror and excitement. Before the men had 
finished unloading the fish, the teacher had 
sent the Christian people home. 

“And then he came out after me,” Satoo 
said quietly. 

“Yes. As soon as they finished with the 
fish my father got ready to go. I wanted 
to go with him, but he said the volcano 
looked so threatening he would rather I 
didn’t go. So I waited here. It was a long 
time.” 

“Hans, it is the God of heaven who 
saved me. The song is true.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“*A mighty mountain is our God, 

A wall that will not falter.’” 

Flames from the fire mountain still flashed 
across the sky, the earth trembled, and 
thunder rolled and echoed beneath them. 
The two boys sat together on the salt grass, 
close to the house on the sand, and after 
a while the big teacher came and sat with 
them. 

All along the high peaks of the inland 
hills tiny lights flickered and winked into 
the murky night—campfires of terrified peo- 
ple who had fled from the fury of the 
volcano. 

“Maybe we should go up there too,” 
Hans said. 

“No,” the teacher said. “No, I have thought 
about it and we have prayed about it all 
afternoon. Of course we could go, but it 
would mean a fight on the trail, because the 
chief forbade any of the Christian people 
to leave the village. He thinks the fire spirits 
are angry and intend to destroy us. This is 
a time for us to stand still and see what God 
will do for us.” 

“What about Satoo?” Hans asked. 


























“Of course no one knows where Satoo 
is. That is another good reason for us to 
stay here. We can hide him. Guru Mula 
would stop at nothing now. 

It was past midnight and they all went 
into the house and lay down, but the trem- 
bling of the earth and the noise of thunder 
kept them awake. Before dawn all the Chris- 
tian people came back. None had slept. All 
of them seemed to gather courage from the 
teacher's strong faith and his songs of praise. 

When Tama heard from Hans that Gola’s 
fishing boat had already gone out into the 
sea and Satoo had gone along, all his terrible 
sadness came back. He crouched on the log 
wharf for a few minutes, looking at the tiny 
speck that was Gola’s fishing boat. He knew 
that Guru Mula had not waited until eve- 
ning, because he had feared that Chief 
Meradin would interfere, that in the end 
he would not allow his son to be taken 
to the volcano. 

Again a tempest of anger swept the witch- 
man’s mind and soul. But this time his fury 
was directed at Guru Mula. He must go at 
once and tell the chief. Without doubt, 
Chief Meradin thought Satoo was playing 
on the beach with the teacher’s children. 

Before Tama got back to the village he 
saw that the villagers were preparing to 
leave. He hurried to the chief's house and 
told him what had happened. The chief 
looked at him, but his eyes were dull as 
dark pebbles under murky water, and he 
spoke sternly, “Let him be. Do you not see 
how angry the fire spirits are? The village 
people are too frightened to stay here. We 
must go to the hills. It must certainly be 
because of my son that they are so angry.” 

Tama went down to the beach. He looked 
toward the teacher's house. There was no 
light. He could not think they were asleep, 
but at least they were inside the house. Per- 
haps they would not see him. Anyhow, he 
didn’t care. He bent to untie his own boat. 
With trembling hands he reached for his 
paddle. Then a dark form loomed beside 
him. 

“Ah, Chief Meradin, does your thought 
go with mine?” 

“My thought goes with yours,” the chief 
said in a low, choked voice. “Gola told me 
that they put Satoo off at dusk.” 

He looked at the volcano and his whole 
body shook. He could scarcely speak. “It is 
dreadful . . . terrible . . . they must be 
angry with me.” 
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Prayer 
March 
19. 1 Thess. 5:17 Pray without ceasing 
20. James 5:14 _—s~Pray for the sick 
21. James 5:16 Pray for one another 
a2. 06. 55:07 Pray evening, morning, and noon 
23. 2 Chron. 7:14 God answers prayer 
24. Acts 10:2 Cornelius prayed always 
25. Prov. 15:8 Prayer of the upright a delight 








The men settled themselves in the boat 
and pushed off. They were halfway to the 
volcano before they spoke again. Then the 
chief said, “Satoo will expect me. He will 
know that I must come.” 

Now the men could no longer talk. The 
raging of the mountain forbade them. Tama 
guided the boat and made for the only pos- 
sible landing on the southern side—the strip 
of sandy beach. 

Had it been possible Tama would have 
turned back. The mountain now raged at 
him like a living creature. The fire and 
smoke and hot blasts of foul air, the crack- 
ling thunder that tore through depths of 
ocean and land, seemed directed at him 
alone. Was he not the medicine man of this 
village? Was he not the witchman who 
had controlled the spirits and powers of 
evil? 

Now Tama felt that he had been mis- 
taken all along about the reason for the fire 
spirit’s anger. It must have been at about 
the time Satoo was thrown on the volcano 
that the new mouth of flame had opened. 

Now they were almost upon the sand. 
Flames reddened the sky and showed the 
sand as bare as the top of a rock. No per- 
son was there. Tama would have sworn that 
he had already tasted the dregs of the bitter 
at the bottom of everything terrible and 
grievous, but this—this was worse. 

The chief threw himself upon the sand. 
Then Tama saw the crack that opened down 

To page 22 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


Lesson theme for the first quarter: "Light in the Darkness" 


X!II—Paul’s Escape by Night 


(March 25) 


Memory VERSE: “Be of good cheer, Paul: for 
as thou hast testified of me in Jerusalem, so 
must thou bear witness also at Rome” (Acts 
23:11). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read the lesson story as it is found in Acts 
23:11-31. Go over the memory verse several 
times. Continue learning it each day as you 
study your lesson assignment. 


SUNDAY 
A Message of Cheer in the Night 


Open your Bible to Acts 23. 


Paul was in great trouble. He had come to 
Jerusalem after his Third Missionary Journey, 
and here he was confined in the castle instead 
of being free to take the gospel to his brethren, 
the Jews, as he had hoped to do. 

He had been seen around Jerusalem with a 
man who was not a Jew, and the rumor had 
spread that he had taken this Gentile into the 
sacred precincts of the Temple. In the laws of 
the Jews this was a very serious crime, punish- 
able by death, for they taught that the Tem- 
ple was defiled by the presence of anyone who 
was not a Jew. There had been an uproar, and 
the chief captain, to calm things down, had put 
Paul into safe custody in the castle. 

Although Paul had tried to defend himself be- 
fore the crowd, and later in front of the council 
of the Jews whom the chief captain had sum- 
moned to examine him, he was still a prisoner. 
He had great plans for the future, not only to 
help his fellow Jews understand the gospel of 
Christ but also to visit again the new believers 
in the places where he had been, and he wanted 
above all to go to that great city, Rome, and 
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preach the gospel there. Could it be, he won- 
dered, that his work was to end here in Jeru- 
salem? 

Night came, and with it a message that 
brought hope and cheer to his heart. Find what 
that message was, in verse 11. 

For further reading: The Acts of the Apostles, 
p. 412, pars. 2-4; p. 413, pars, 1, 2. 

THINK how often at times of the greatest dis- 
couragement we are given the greatest encour- 
agement. 


Pray to trust God when all things seem to be 
going the wrong way. 


MONDAY 
A Plot Is Made on Paul's Life 


Open your Bible to Acts 23. 


The day after Paul received this cheering 
vision something took place that seemed on the 
face of it to make these words impossible of 
fulfillment. A band of men met together and 
made a solemn vow among themselves. Find 
what that vow was, in verse 12. 

Having made their wicked plan they went to 
the chief priests and elders of the Jews and 
made it known to them. These high officials 
should have condemned the plot, for it was 
against scriptural teaching to make such vows, 
but they were delighted to think that Paul, 
whom they looked upon as the enemy of the 
Jews, was soon to be out of their way. 

“Instead of rebuking this cruel scheme, the 
priests and rulers eagerly agreed to it. Paul had 
spoken the truth when he compared Ananias 
to a whited sepulcher.”—-The Acts of the Apos- 
tles, p. 414. 

The men who had banded themselves to- 
gether in this vow needed the cooperation of the 
































leaders of the Jews. They outlined a plan 
whereby they might get hold of Paul without 
too much difficulty. Read about the plan, in verse 
15. 

For further reading: The Acts of the Apostles, 
p. 413, pars. 3, 4. 

THINK how the leaders showed themselves just 
as inconsistent in their treatment of Paul as they 
had shown themselves in their treatment of 
Jesus. 

Pray that you may be honest and consistent 
in all your ways. 


TUESDAY 
Paul’s Nephew to the Rescue 


Open your Bible to Acts 23. 


It looked as if nothing could stand in the way 
of the success of the conspiracy, but the Lord 
found a way to save His servant from the cruel 
schemes of the would-be killers. Perhaps some- 
one spoke too freely, but anyway, somehow or 
other Paul’s sister’s son heard about the plot 
of the forty men. Read verse 16 and see what 
he did when he heard about it. 

Calling one of the centurions to him, Paul 
asked that his nephew be taken to speak to the 
chief captain. The centurion complied with the 
request, and Claudius Lysias, the captain, gave 
the young man a private interview. Look in 
verses 20 and 21 and see how he told the cap- 
tain about the plot. 

Lysias had no intention of letting the Jews 
kill Paul. He determined to do everything in 
his power to see that he was kept safe. He 
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Claudius Lysias listened closely as the boy told 
him about the Jews’ plot to kill his Uncle Paul. 


warned Paul’s nephew to say not a word to any- 
one about his interview with him, for should 
word get around that he knew about the plot, 
the desperate men might figure out some other 
plan. 


For further reading: The Acts of the Apostles, 
p. 414, pars. 2, 3. 

TuInkK how God often uses heathen men to 
work out His schemes and provide protection 
for His children. 

RESOLVE to trust to God’s way of working out 
things, and not to worry when a situation looks 
hopeless. 


WEDNESDAY 
Paul Escorted Out of the City Safely by Night 


Open your Bible to Acts 23. 


Claudias Lysias, the captain, did some quick 
thinking. Paul’s life had to be saved. One thing 
was certain—he must not be allowed to go to 
the Jews’ council. On the other hand, the cap- 
tain was not anxious to keep Paul in Jerusalem. 
There were enough uprisings as it was, for the 
Jews were an excitable people. As long as they 
knew Paul was there in the city there was bound 
to be trouble. So he decided to get Paul out of 
Jerusalem fast and send him to Caesarea and let 
Felix the governor be responsible for him. 

Sending for two centurions he gave them the 
responsibility of taking Paul safely to Caesarea. 
Look in verses 23 and 24 and see what precau- 
tions they were to take. 

They were to go at the “third hour of the 
night,” that is, about nine or ten o’clock. At 
that time it would be impossible for anyone 
to recognize Paul in the midst, as he would be, 
of a company consisting of two hundred soldiers, 
seventy horsemen, and two hundred spearmen! 

For further reading: The Acts of the Apostles, 
p. 415, par. 1. 


THINK how all things worked together for 
Paul’s safety. 


Pray that you may have His care when you 
may be in danger as you go on God's errands, 


THURSDAY 
Paul Arrives Safely at Caesarea. 


Open your Bible to Acts 23. 


Through the night hours the large company 
made its unmolested journey toward Caesarea. 
Find in verse 31 where they made a halt. 

Antipatris was about halfway between Jeru- 
salem and Caesarea, their destination. 

They waited till morning, and then the bands 
of soldiers left. Look in verse 32 and see who 
accompanied the apostle the rest of the way. 

So once more Paul was delivered from danger 
by the mighty hand of God. What happened to 
the men who had vowed neither to eat nor 
to drink until they had killed Paul we do not 
know, but God took care of the one who lived 
according to His teachings. 

In Caesarea Paul was taken to Felix, the gov- 
ernor. He was given the letter that Claudius 
Lysias had written to explain his action in 
sending Paul to him. You can read this letter in 
verses 26 to 30. 

Paul had longed to be used to bring a knowl- 
edge of the Saviour to the Jewish people, but 
they rejected him as they had rejected the Sav- 
iour Himself. They were content to walk in the 
darkness of their own man-made traditions, but 
Paul, though hunted and a prisoner, was hap- 
pier and freer than they were, for he walked in 
the light of the gospel and had the company 
of angels. 
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For further reading: The Acts of the Apostles, 
p. 416, par. 2. 

THINK how much happier Paul was with all 
his afflictions than were those who sought his 
life. 

Pray to place a higher value on the life 
Christ offers. 


FRIDAY 


Review the lesson by telling what parts the 
following people played in this week’s lesson 
story: 

. The mob in Jerusalem. 

. A band of about forty or so men. 

. The chief priests and elders of the Jews. 
. Paul’s nephew. 

. The chief captain in the castle. 

. Two centurions. 

. A company of soldiers. 

. Felix. 

Review the memory verse. 

For further reading: A. S. Maxwell, The Bible 
Story, vol. 10, pp. 111-113. 
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Singer on the Sand 
From page 19 


to the water's edge. Even as he watched a 
breath of sulphurous fumes billowed up from 
the wide crack, terrible thunder spoke from 
the depths, and the sea boiled in it like a 
sizzling rice pot. 

Tama dragged the chief to the boat and 
paddled back to the shore without a word. 

“I will go to the hills,” the chief said 
after they had tied the boat. “I can get there 
before morning. My people are there.” 

“I will go to Guru Mula’s house. I will see 
if I can find out anything we don’t already 
know.” 

The chief waved this aside with a gesture 
of complete hopelessness. “It is no use. . . 
no use at all. But do you think it is safe at 
the Islam teacher’s house?” 

“Oh, yes, it is probably safe, as safe as 
anything on this side of the island.” 

The men parted, and Tama hurried up 
the new trail to Guru Mula’s house. 

By the time the sun rose and looked down 
on Sangir, everything on the southwest side 
of the island had changed. The village was 
deserted. All the Christian people were gath- 


ered in the garden at the big teacher’s house. 
The chief and the other villagers had fled 
to the high ridge of hills, because they could 
no longer bear the thundering of the fire 
mountain and the shaking of the earth. The 
air hung heavy with doom. The smell of 
brimstone choked everyone, and above it all 
the sun shone down with terrible heat. Only 
above the volcano clouds hung dark. 

From the house of Guru Mula, Tama 
looked down on the group of Christians 
gathered within the little garden of the 
house on the sand. 

“You know they are in great danger there,” 
Guru Mula said. “There might be a tidal 
wave from that mountain, and it would 
sweep them away like a handful of sand.” 

“Yes, I suppose it would.” Tama’s ham- 
mering heart felt as if it had swollen to 
fill his chest. He was thinking of little Marta. 
He could see her, even from here, because 
she wore her pink dress and danced around 
among the people like a bird or a butterfly. 

Then Tama heard the voice of the big 
teacher raised in song. The melody rose and 
fell in the troubled air. It swelled and died 
away and rose again and again as though 
in answer to the thunder of the volcano. The 
teacher must have translated the words of 
the song into the island language, for Tama 
could understand. 

“A mighty mountain is our God, 

A wall that will not falter.” 

What could such words mean? God... 
a mountain? Then the thought of Satoo 
pushed into his tormented mind. He trem- 
bled to think of what the boy must have 
suffered over there on the fire mountain 
before—before what? 

He faced it at last—before that hideous 
crack on the beach of the volcano had 
swallowed him up. 

(The story will end next week) 
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YES You can earn a real movie or still camera 
the easy LIFE AND HEALTH way. Here’s all you 
have to do: Sell the required amount of magazines 
or subscriptions and turn in the full profit, plus 
cost of magazines, to your local Conference Pub- 
lishing Department Secretary, and the camera of 
your choice will be shipped to the address you 
supply. 


No. 77 Brownie Movie Camera: 


Easy to use—only one simple setting of dial; 
economical too—uses low-cost 8 mm. roll film; 
no focusing required, color-coded optical finder, 
accepts Kodak telephoto and wide-angle con- 
verters. Retail $32.50. Requirement: Sell 10 
subscriptions at $5.00 per year or 100 single 
copies at 50 cents each. 


No. 43E Brownie Flash Outfit: 


The handsome, capable “big brother” of the 
famous Brownie Starflash Camera . . . for day 
and night, sun or shade, snaps or slides. Includes 
Brownie Flash 20 Camera, 4 M2 flashbulbs, 2 pen- 
lite batteries, 1 roll of Kodak Verichrome Pan 
620 film, neck strap, instruction booklet. Retail 
$15.35. Requirement: Sell 5 subscriptions at 
$5.00 per year or 50 single copies at 50 cents 
each. 


It will surprise you how, by using just an hour 
or two each day, through this plan you may own 
one or both of these excellent cameras. Do it now. 
Don’t miss this opportunity. 
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TILLIE, the Turtle, No. 4—By Harry Baerg 


COPYRIGHT © 1961 BY THE REVIEW AND HERALD, ALL RIGHTS RESERVED 


1. In the back yards of the city lots that Tillie had 
chosen for her home territory there was plenty of 
cover under the dead leaves of the large oak trees. 
2. She could also feel safe under the beautiful azalea 
bushes that grew in profusion and were bowed to 


the ground with large flower clusters. 3. Ivy also 
grew along the fence rows and over some of the 
trees. Here she could find shelter and protection, 
and here in her earlier days she also found many in- 
sects, though now her diet was largely vegetarian. 

















4. On some hillsides there were blackberry brambles 
that not only served Tillie as a refuge from dogs and 
children but also provided delicious fruit for her to 
eat. 5. Tillie did not live in water, as many of her 
relatives did, but she did like a drink occasionally. 














Most of the time she was able to slake her thirst at 
rain puddles or leaky lawn faucets, but sometimes 
she would cross the road to a spring nearby. 6. On 
one of these occasions a dog saw her and barked 
as he came to where she was waddling along. 























7. When the dog came up to her and barked bellig- 
erently she drew in her head, legs, and tail and 
closed her shell tight. 8. The dog nipped at her play- 
fully, and a man who was mowing a lawn nearby 
came to see what the fuss was about. 9. He was in- 
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terested to see the turtle. He had not seen Tillie 
around, though she had been in his neighborhood for 
several years. Being somewhat of a naturalist, he de- 
cided to try an experiment on her. He bored a hole 
in the edge of her shell where it would not hurt. 





